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through the Regent's body, killed the horse of a gentle-man at his right. Murray fell to the ground, exclaiming : " My God! I am killed."
As there was no question as to the window from which the shot was fired, the Regent's followers immediately rushed at the street door of the house, and broke it down; but they were just in time to see Bothwellhaugh riding out through the gate on the horse which stood ready for him. They remounted their own horses, which they had left in the street, and galloped back through the garden in pursuit. Bothwellhaugh had an excellent, horse, and was some distance in advance of his pursuers;, but four of them were so well mounted that they soon began to gain upon him. Thereupon, seeing that whip, and spurs were not enough, he drew his dagger and urged his horse on with that. The animal seemed ta acquire fresh strength under that agonizing stimulus, and leaped across a ravine eighteen feet wide, thua placing an impassable barrier between his master and those who were pursuing him.
The murderer crossed over to France, and entered the Guises. His bold exploit had given him such a reputation, that overtures were made to him to assassinate Coligny some days before the St. Bartholomew. But Bothwellhaugh rejected them with indignant scorn; he avenged wrongs done to himself, he said, and was no assassin; they who had grounds for complaint against the Admiral had only to come and ask him what method he pursued, and go and do likewise.
Murray died during the night after he was wounded, leaving the Regency to the Earl of Lennox, Daxnley's father.
When she learned that Murray was no more, Elizabeth cried that she had lost her best friend.
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